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IN the intervals of a busy life it has often been 
my amusement to contribute to the press arti- 
cles, verses and criticisms upon passing events. 
These, happily for me, have for the most part 
passed into oblivion, but the following verses, 
crystallized in the pages of my old office journal, 
the ^^Ibis Magazine," have been extra£led by my 
daughter, and, at the wish of my children, have 
been separately printed. 
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LEISURE LYRICS 

EXPERIENTIA DOCET. 

TJ^HEN I was quite a little chap, 

^^ Not more than four or five, 
I stood and watched some little bees 

> A-buzzing round their hive. 
The hole was choked with bees that tried 

To force their way in vain, 
And so I gently pushed them through — 

I shan't do that again. 

As I grew older, I looked back 

And laughed at that old joke ; 
I felt I was a man at twelve. 

So I would have a smoke. 
I bought a pipe, I bought some shag. 

And puffed with might and main ; 
Before that pipe was out, I thought— 

I shan't do that again. 

B 
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The years rolled by, I fell in love. 

Oh, such a duck was she ! 
I loved as only eighteen loves. 

When sweet on twenty-three. 
And presents, flowers, books and gloves, 

My poor purse used to drain, 
She took them — and she took old Brown — 

I shan't do that again. 

There was a splendid breakfast. 

They invited me to come ; 
But when next morning came, I wished 

That I had stayed at home. 
I drank her health, and drowned my cares. 

In bumpers of champagne. 
And then I had some '* special Scotch " — 

I shan't do that again. 

I tried to save, and by degrees. 

My little hoard had grown. 
Until one day a friend called in. 

And asked me for a loan. 
I lent him five-and-twenty pounds. 

But now 'tis very plain. 
That's what is called "a total loss "— 

I shan't do that again. 

Another friend said, "Why pay rent ? 
A house you ought to buy." 
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And so I did ; the lawyers made 

My hard-earned money fly. 
The walls soon cracked, the drains choked up, 

The roof kept out no ram ; 
I sold it at a fearful loss, — 

I shan't do that again. 

And so you see I'm growing wise, 

I've learned the power of bees, 
I'\re learned that smoking is an art 

To master by degrees ; 
I've learned love's fetters must be gold, 

That friendship 's often vain, 
I've warned you all ; now have a care-— 

I shan't do that again. 
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LOVE-LORN TENNIS. 

npHEY played at tennis, he and she, 
^ As fair a couple as might be. 
And he played well and so did she. 
He thought his match he'd met. 
Her eye was bright, it was no use. 
He gazed on her, his play was loose. 
And with his heart she played the deuce. 
To love he lost the sett. 



His style was neat, his eye so true. 
His points so good, his faults so few. 
The only drawback was, his screw 

Was just a little low : 
What mattered that he was so tall. 
So handsome, if his means were small ? 
She played her game for *' vantage all. 

And sentiment must go. 
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He played and loved, she played and thought, 
I like him much more than I ought. 
But love is chaff; I won't be caught 

By such a sickly flame. 
Till richer suitors come to woo, 
'Tis well to have a string or two. 
And for the present he will do 

For a double-handed game. 
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NEXT WEEK— OR THE 
WEEK AFTER. 

T MEAN to be clever : I've made up my mind, 

And this time I mean what I say — 
I'll waste no more time upon novels or trash. 

But read some good work every day. 
I'll at once recommence my study of French, 

I'll rub up my Latin and Greek : 
How foolish I've been to negled them so long ; 
I'll begin them in earnest next week. 

I'm told by my friends I stay too long in bed. 

Which is not conducive to health ; 
The old proverb says early rising will lead 

To happiness, healthiness, wealth; 
In future I'll rise every morning at six. 

Proverbial worms I will seek : 
*Ti8 Friday to-day, twice more I'll indulge, 

And begin early rising next week. 

I ought to save money, 'tis a paltry excuse 
That my income 's so wretchedly small. 

If a fellow can't save on a hundred a year. 
It 's likely he'll not save at all. 
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A Happy idea ! the Post Office Bani^ 

Of which people laudably speak ; 
I'll put away weekly a regular sum^- 

I'll make a deposit next week, 

I'm too fond of smoking, 'tis bad for my health. 

And a habit which shows want of sense ; 
Besides, that great drawback I ought to avoid — 

It runs into too much expense. 
So, no more cigars ! Good-bye, little pipe. 

To your soothing and full-flavoured reek ! 
Two days more shall my meerschaum give forth its 
perfume — 

I^Il give up my smoking next wedc. 

Oh yes, I'll rise early, Fll give up my pipe. 

And read some stiff stuff every day : 
I mean to get knowledge, and when 'tis obtained, 

I mean to make that knowledge pay ! 
I mean to make money, and save it as well^- 

I'll show a career quite unique : 
Yes, this time I mean it ; so no more delay — 

I'll make my first effort next week. 
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THE BALLAD OF JAMES JOHNSON. 

JAMES JOHNSON was a city clerk 

At ninety pounds a year ; 
And though his comrades held him cheap. 
His sweetheart called him dear. 

He was a mild and gentle youth. 
In figure somewhat* slim — ^ 

He never thought of courting her. 
Although she soon caught him. i 

James, being prudent, knew full well 

That he could not afford ^ 
To pay too much for lodgings, nqr 

Yet give a deal for board. 

So one unlucky day to lodge 

With Mrs. Brown he went ; 
She said, he'd be 'Mor ! like her son ! " 

Her son-in-law she meant. 

For she had one fair daughter Jane, 
Whose look gave James a thrill ; 

In playful youth she skipped about. 
In age she stood <|uite still. 
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James took her for a walk one day. 

And ere that walk wa» done. 
He said two words to Miss Jane BrowD, 

And found that she was won. 

And every morning at the gate 

She would make such a fuss. 
And always gave her James a kiss. 

Before he took a bus. 

Now opposite to Mrs. Brown 

Lived pretty Nelly Gray ; 
Whose little heart was sore to see 

What she saw every day. 

She thought that such a nice young man 

Deserved a better fate— 
And hers was under twenty love, 

Jane's over twenty-eight* 

And oftentimes James tried to steal 

A glance across the way. 
Which if Jane Brown read she turned white. 

Lest James should turn to Gray. 

But soon came Mr. Moore to lodge 

In Mrs. Brown's first floor ; 
And much as Jane loved James, she felt 

She loved the stranger Moore. 
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For Johnson had but little cash. 
And little Moore had more ; 
Such .presents as he made the maid, 
. Jane never had before. 

What wonder, then, in love of Moore, 

She should thrust James aside ! 
And that she now cared naught for him, 

She didn't seek to hide. 

So James, released, at once repaired 

In joy across the way ; 
And turned his thoughts from heartless Jane 

To artless Nelly Gray. 

And Nelly, having lost her heart. 

Gave it to James to keep. 
And promised in the spring to take 

A matrimonial leap* 

The day before Jane's wedding-day, 

A knock came at the door^- 
A lady with six little girls. 

Who straightway asked for Moore. 

When Mr. Moore heard his wife say 

She would come in and wait. 
He bolted down the kitchen stairs. 

And up the airy gate. 
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And Jane learned she was Mrs. Moore,. 

With anger and surprise ; 
And longed, as Moore had torn her heart, 

That she could tear his eyes. 

She thought of James, and sighed to think 
She'd badly played her game ; 

It likely might be long before 
A likely lodger came. 

And so it was, her years went by, 

But no heart came to kill ; 
And though her age was doubled, yet 

Poor Jane was single still. 

But Johnson blessed the day when he 
Took Nelly Gray in charge ; 

And though his salary was small. 
His family was large. 

And as they ever took great care. 
Small care with them was found ; 

They always adled on the square. 
And so their lives went round. 
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SONG. 

WHO ctfes for fickle woman^s frown ? 
Not I! Not I! 
Such trifles should not cast men down. 

Say I! Say I! 
What though on Myrrha's face I see 
A frown whene'er she looks at me. 
Shall I therefore despondent be ? 
Not I ! Not I ! 

Who cares for fickle woman's smile ? 

Not I ! Not I ! 
Txs hollowy faithless, full of guile, 

Say I ! Say I ! 
What though Anthea's face be fair. 
What though she 's wealth of golden hair, 
Shall I for her soft smile despair ? 

Not I! Not I! 

Who cares for fickle woman's love ? 

Not I ! Not I ! 
Hast riches ? Ay ! shell gracious prove, 

Say I! Sayl! 
At woman's frown let who will sigh ! 
To gain her smile let who will try. 
Her love is dear, who'll buy, who'll buy ? 

Not I ! Not I ! 
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GOOD-NIGHT ! 

npHE summer sun has sunk to rest. 

Night steals across the sky. 
The birds have said their last good-night, 

And so, my love, must I. 
The little stars peep shyly forth, 

So dim they feel their light 
Beside the lustre of thine eyes. 

Good-night, my love, good-night. 

I part from thee with sorrow, love, 

Yet dare no longer stay. 
The night is all too long, my love. 

And all too short the day. 
May peaceful sleep be thine, my love. 

With visions sweet and bright. 
And thy first waking thought of me. 

Good-nigbt, my love, good-night. 
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THE OLD STORY. 

"YJ^E went a-nutting, she and I, 
^'^ Long ago. 

How fast the summer hours did fly, 

I loved her so ; 
And oh ! she blushed so rosy red. 
To hear the loving words I said, 
And on my breast she laid her head. 

Long ago. 

Has she forgot that summer day. 

Long ago ? 
Has she forgot I heard her say. 

She loved me so ? 
OK ! had I known she'd grow so cold. 
And put my love aside for gold, 
That story had been never told. 

Long ago. 
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A SUMMER SONG. 

npHE sun is high in the summer sky, 

And a soft wind blows from the west. 
As I lazily float down the stream in my boat, 
With her that I love the best. 

And the pleasant breeze gently stirs the trees. 
And the song-birds sing their lay. 

And the quick fish try for the dainty fly, 
Through the livelong summer day. 

Like streams that flow 'neath summer's glow, 

May we, love, ever glide. 
From storm-clouds fi'ee, in harmony, 

Down life's swift-flowing tide. 
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A VALENTINE. 

/^H ! pardon my assurance, love, 
^^ My heart is wholly thine, 
Decline not my proposal, love. 
But be my valentine. 

To thy surpassing charms, my love. 

My premium 1^1 pay, 
Fear not 'twill lapse, for thou wilt find 

Renewal day by day. 

To love thee as man never loved. 

Shall be my policy. 
And when sealed with a loving kiss. 

Shall ne'er surrendered be. 

Admit my. claim, and days of grace 

Shall evermore be mine. 
Of happiness my sum 's assured. 

With thee for valentine. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

nPHE little one is dead ! the merry tongue, 
^ Whose ceaseless prattle only mother's skill 
And patient love could wholly understand. 
Is hushed and still. 

The little one is dead ! the clear, soft eye. 
That watched for father, and at sight of him 
Would brightly sparkle, full of love and joy, 
Is closed and dim. 

The little one is dead ! yet shall she live. 
From sin and suffering free, on Heaven's fair shore. 
And shine, a little star, in God's right hand. 
For evermore. 
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PUTNEY BRIDGE, 

nPHE old wooden bridge must pass away, 
^ It has stood for a hundred years, 
And many a joyous train been borne 
Across on its wooden piers. 

And many a lover and many a lass 
Have leaned o'er the old bridge side. 

And dreamed of a life that should smoothly pass, 
At the Thames' sweet summer tide. 

And many a weary, careworn heart. 

In sin and suffering sore. 
Has heard a Voice o'er the Tempter's thought, 

^ Go thou and sin no more." 

The old wooden bridge shall be known no more, 

But love and hope shall stay. 
Like the twin church towers on either shore. 

And the river that runs for aye. 
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MY SWEETHEART. 

MY sweetheart has a rosy cheek, 
A laughing, bright black eye. 
Her mouth is small, her teeth are whke, 

Her nose turns to the sky. 
My sweetheart has such tiny feet, 

She steps so daintily. 
And oh ! I love her dearly. 
And as dearly she loves me. 

I hear my sweetheart's nimble feet 

Each morning overhead, 
She trips into my room sometimes 

Before I'm out of bed. 
She calls me her great lazy boy. 

And laughs so merrily, 
I love her, oh ! so dearly. 

And as dearly she loves me. 

I often take my sweetheart o^t. 
We've such delightful strolls. 

Well known to us is every shop 
Where we can purchase dolls. 

And though my sweetheart 's only five, 
She is so womanly, 
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And oh ! I love her dearly. 
And as dearly she loves me. 

Of fairyland we read sometimes. 

Its lore we understand ; 
We've been quite through the looking-glass, 

And all round Wonderland. 
Upon my knee my sweetheart sits. 

And listens eagerly, 
I love her, oh ! so dearly. 

And as dearly she loves me« 

And when the little nimble feet 

Are tired out with play. 
She neatly gathers up her toys. 

And puts them all away : 
And as she puts her dolls to bed. 

She chats so pleasantly. 
And oh ! I love her dearly. 

And as dearly she loves me. 

My sweetheart folds her little hands. 

And kneels to say her prayers. 
And when she 's kissed us all good-night, 

I carry her upstairs. 
And when she 's in her small white bed, 

I kiss her tenderly, 
God guard my little sweetheart! 

She is very dear to me. 
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SATURDAY MORNING. 

Y OU'RE going ! well, now, don't forget to bring a 
^ pound of tea. 

Some biscuits for the baby, and a pair of gloves for me. 
And you remember pa and ma to-morrow come to dine. 
And after dinner they will want their usual glass of 

wine ; 
So please bring home a bottle — Civil Service, two- 

and-two — 
There 's very little whiskey left, but still, I'll make 

that do. 
You might inquire the price of fowls, and oh ! I do 

so wish 
If cod or salmon isn't dear, you'd bring a piece of 

fish : 
Some pears and apples, too, would make our table 

look so nice. 
And pa 's so fond of filberts, you might just ask the 

price. 
Oh ! I forgot to tell you that the water-rate is due. 
That sharp collector said he'd call to-day if I'd tell you 
To leave the money out, for I had really not enough, 
I'm rather short this month, you know — ^it 's no use 

saying " Stuff! "— 
Just think how things have risen ; I declare, bread 's 

up again, 
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And meat 's like eating money — ^you want to catch 

your train ? 
I know you do ! now don't forget my trifles, there 's 

a dear. 
But bring them like the good old man you are and 

always were. 
Do you think you'll be home early? by half-past two 

or three ? 
I hope you may, for if 'tis fine, you might go out with 

me ; 
I want a sash for baby, which I'm sure you won't 

refuse. 
My pet, tell papa that you'd like a nice new pair of 

shoes. 
1^'d rather not have baby ! now, really, how you 
f can 
Talk in that very heartless way, you most unfeeling 

man! 
You don't deserve your treasures, oh ! how proud 

some men would be 
To take out such a darling, and a little wife like me ! 
Fm growing quite conceited? now, you know that 

isn't true. 
Some husbands compliment their wives, I wonder 

when you do. 
Shall you ? no, Fm quite content, and so you need not 

try. 
For there's no happier little wife in all the world 

than I. 
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You'd better take this big black bag, here's your paper 

aiid your hat. 
Wait a moment while I brush your coat, you can't 

go out like that. 
Let me pin this in your button-hole, the first rose on 

our tree, 
'Twill perhaps bring to your busy desk a pleasant 

thought of me. 
Take your umbrella, for I fear the weather won't be 

fine ; 
There, now he looks a perfed swell, this dear old 

man of mine. 
The baby ! you've not kissed him, the ducky darling 

pet. 
Did um naughty papa say um putty mouth was black 

and wet ! 
Good-bye! Good-bye! That bustling wife, so pretty, 

neat and trim. 
Looked fondly after John, and thought there was no 

man like him ; 
And as her husband went his way the thought was in 

his mind. 
There was no wife in all the world like her he'd left 

behind. 
Oh ! happy husband ! happy wife ! may hearts like 

yours abound. 
For oh ! 'tis love, 'tis love, 'tis love, that makes the 

world go round ! 
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BURLESQUE SONNET 



nPHE summer sun sinks slowly in the west 
^ That statementwon'tsurpriseyou in the least; ' 

But had I said sinks slowly in the eatt,^''^' 
That would have put your credence to the test. A 
Ah ! happy time, that thorthe simplest mind ^"^ **' 
Can check the sun's mysterious daily way, C^ 
And knowledge that would honour heads grown 

In little, simple, childlike minds we find. 

Who says the world stands still ? this simple itst 

Will show how knowledge sheds her gracious ray "! L. 

O'er all the land, north, south and east and west, Ck, 
Till ignorance and darkness flee away. (\ ^- 

Oh ! ye of little mind, improve your dower ^^ 

As you have knowledge : to ye all — ^more power. \ 
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A SAILOR'S SONG. 

THE dark clouds fly, and the waves run high, 
There'll be wild, wild work on the sea. 
But our boat so trim o'er the* waves will skim. 
For a light little craft is she. 

Ye ho, ye ho ! through the waves we go, 
'Tis a wild, wild night on the sea. 

Through the blinding spray, I see far away, 

A sad sweet face thinking of me. 
While a fair little head kneeling down by her bed. 
Prays to God for dear father at sea. 
Ye ho, ye ho ! let the hurricane blow, 
God thinks of the sailor at sea. 

Into morning light fades the gloomy night. 

And sun-tipped waves dance in their glee. 
And we merrily sail through the softened gale, 
'Tis a peaceful morn on the sea. 

Ye ho, ye ho ! while the tide shall flow 
The sailor shall sail on the sea« 
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POLITE LANGUAGE. 

I USED to go to a genteel school, 
Where I was taught to speak 
In French and German, and I learned 
Some Latin and some Greek. 

And though the knowledge that I gained 
A scholar perhaps would scout, 

I picked some useful phrases up, 
And scatter them about. 

For instance, if I speak of crowds. 

That word I don't employ, 
I always sport a bit of Greek, 

And call them "hoi polloi." 

I never say " we meet again," 
Mere English sounds so poor ; 

I don't negleft to air my French, 
So I say ** au rcvoir." 

I never say •* who quickly gives 
Gives twfce as much," for that 

Is not so telling as the phrase 
" Bis dat qui cito dat. " 
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I never say ** But to return 

To what we arc upon " ; 
I use the French equivalent, 

** Revenons k nos moutons." 

I never say "that's fine,** but try 

To give the phrase a turn, 
" C'est magnifique ** I like, or what 

Is better, "das ist schdn.** 

I don*t say " on the contrary," 

But I say " au contraire ** ; 
I never praise a fellow's ta^ 

I praise his " savoir faire.'* 

And though I sometimes make mistakes 
(All make them, less or more), 

I don't pronounce extempore 
As if 'twere extempoor. 

Noblesse oblige, polite in words, 

I always a^ as such. 
And though my brains are somewhat small, 

That little I make much. 

And thus my early learning's springs 

I daily strive to tap ; 
" Jam satis " do I hear you say ? 

** Quid rides ? Vcrbum sap." 
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COCKLEBEACH-SUPER-MARE. 

Dear. Sir, 

ON my leaving 70a said you'd expert 
Some small contribution from me. 
On the various pleasures, adventures, mishaps, 

That befell in my trip to the sea. 
First, let me be thankful I waited till now. 

And that I've not waited in vain : 
September thus far has been beautifully fine. 

While August had nothing but rain. 
As in the warm sunshine I lounge on the beach. 

Fanned by the soft westerly gales, 
I'm thankful I've not got the weather you had 

When you took Angelina to Wales. 
Cocklebeach, as you know, is a little bit slow. 

We've plenty of water and sand, 
A lighthouse, a cliflF, and a very good pier, 

Where three days a week there 's a band. 
But oh ! the girls, Editor, oh ! the sweet girls. 

In fancy I see your delight 
In watching the nymphs as they promenade by 

In garments so awfiilly tig^t. 
Ah ! just look at Alice, and sigh for a glance 

From her sweet, soft, merry dark eye ; 
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See Edith the lively, with tiniest mouth. 

And nose turning up to the sky. 
There 's Julia the stately, whose ankles and shoes 

She shows by her elegant gait. 
And Mary the modest, with sweet, downcast face. 

And merry-tongued, mischievous Kate. 
Let them dress in red, yellow, green, brown, black or 
white. 

Each colour but adds to their charms ; 
Let them wear yards of lace round their dear little 
throats, 

And gloves buttoned half up their arms. 
We love them, my Editor, don't we, too well } 

No matter the style of their dress ; 
We love them in velvet or satin or silk, 

But we love theni in cotton no less. 
Hush ! here comes the missis, reven^ns a n$s moutons 

(That's French, mind your type, Mr. PoUett). 
We've niggers and organs and one comic man 

Who wants a few lessons from FoUit. 
We've one German band, only one, thank the 
stars ! 

For their harmonies give one a shock : 
Their programme begins with a largo in X, 

And winds up with Grandfather's Clock ! 
The niggers, like us, play with plenty of dash. 

And, like us, some fearful sounds issue : 
The concertina reminds me of Young, 
_ The fiddle plays very like Fisher. 
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Oh ! my Editor, I 

Can fancy your eye. 
And the murderous thoughts you will harbour ; 

I hear you ezclaimy 
With words I daren't name, 
** Confound him ! he rhymes worse than Barber ! 

"As every one knows, 

" I touch up the prose, 
" But this stuff ain't easy to alter ; 

" * The Aylwards * through me 

" From errors is free, 
" And I almost invented Gibraltar — 
" Confound him ! he sends his ridiculous rhymes, 

" Which he fancies I'm bound to insert, 
** He hints a respe£bible, middle-aged man 

'^ Is but a loose sort of male flirt. 
^*' What poetry, too ! some lines are too short, 
^^ In others too much has been crammed, 
" If the * Ibis ' is weak, I'm the man to be blamed, 

" And if I put this in, Fm ! " 

But mine Editor heeds not contributors' jokes. 

And a smile round his classic mouth curls, 
We clever, good-looking young fellows, saith he. 

Can always make way with the girls. 
Dost think so, McPherson ? You rascal, you wink, 

You know that a soldier-like air 
Beats beauty or brains, and there's no song more 
true 

Than Ah! que f aims les militmres! 
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The soldier needs not to be handsome or wise. 

He 's alwap adored by the fair, 
From the small servant girl to the swell lady clerk, 

'Tis Ah! queydme les militdres! 
You may sing like — Stop ! stop! let 's go back to the 
sea — 

We're always asleep by eleven, 
And every morning we rise with the lark. 

Which is somewhere about half-past seven. 
Perhaps we shouldn't get up quite so awfully soon, 

But we cannot afford to be late, 
For bathing alfresco^ in which we indulge^ 

Is never allowed after eight. 
After breakfast we sally forth, all armed with spades^ 

And various buildings we plan in 
The sand, with a speed which compares well indeed 

With that shown by Holland and Hannen. 
And we get the day's papers and read the day's 
news. 

To see what you're doing in town ; 
Who's married, who's murdered, who's buried, who's 
born. 

Which stocks have gone up and which down. 
After dinner we go for a walk or a drive, 

Or perhaps for a sail up the river, 
Not often to sea, for the waves disagree 

With the Palatine family's liver. 
Sometimes in the river we get some fair sport, 

Although the fish run rather small, 
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In the harbour we take a few dabs or an eel. 

Or some soles and some shrimps when we trawl. 
Tea *s over, and bright little eyes have grown dull. 

And little good-nights mast be said. 
Then hey for a scrub in the sea-water tub. 

And then to bed, sweethearts, to bed. 
And now let us take t'auld wife on the pier, 

To hear the sweet strains of the band. 
Though sometimes they give us some stupid quad- 
rilles. 

Yet some of their pieces are grand. 
Home to supper, a pipe, and a wee drop of grog ; 

How awfully slow, you will say. 
Perhaps so, but 'tis healthful, and we can enjoy 

This dull Cocklebeach holiday. 
So, mine Editor, take these few lines, if you think 

In our " Ibis " they're worthy to shine. 
With my kindest regards to all friends at the Bars, 

Yours faithfully, 

S. Palatine. 
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THE SONG OF THE DUFFER. 

T CAN'T play at cricket— 
•*■ V Never could ; 
I never hit a ball but what I skied it. 
What a " warm catch " is like IVe no idea — 
I never tried it. 

I can't scull a boat or swim — 

Never could ; 
And as for those outriggers, can't abide 'em. 
What sliding seats are like I've no idea — 

I never tried 'em. 

I can't swing upon trapezes — 

Never could ; 
Or climb a horizontal bar and sit astride it, 
What riding bicycles is like I've no idea — 

I never tried it. 

I can't run a short race— r 

Never could ; 
A hundred yards shakes my inside, it 
Must be agony to run a mile — 

I never tried it. 
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I can't make a speech or write an essay — 

Never could ; 
But what the fellows one and all decried it. 
What solving an equation 's like I've no idea — 

I never tried it. 

I can't play the fiddle or piano — 

Never could ; 
As for my voice, the fellows all deride it ; 
What taking part in glees is like I've no idea — 

I never tried it. 

I'm not on our Committee — 
Never was ; 

Though I'm a useful man who will deny it ? 

I ought to move some fearful resolution- 
Hang me ! I'll try it. 
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ADVICE GRATIS 

(Being a digest of that giybn by prudent piuends on 

THE choice of A PLACE FOR MT SVMMBft HOUDAT.) 

"pvON*T go in June, 'tis much too soon, 
•■^ July is hot and dry. 
The August glare is hard to bear, 
September never try. 

Don't go to Hastings, 'tis too hot. 

Nor Yarmouth, 'tis too cold. 
And from Heme Bay pray keep away, 

'Tis only mud, I'm told. 

Don't go to Ramsgate, 'tis too full. 

And Margate has no drain. 
To dull Broadstairs nobody cares. 

Who 's been, to go again. 

Don't try the North, 'tis much too far, 

The South is much too near. 
The warm West wind leaves ill behind. 

The East no soul can bear. 
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Moral. 

Don't tell your friends you're going out. 

But keep your plans unknown ; 
*Tis very nice to give advice. 

But always take your own. 
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BY THE SEA. 

TT is pleasant, it is pleasant 
•*■ By the sea. 

When the summer's sun shines bright. 
And the waves all tipped with light 
Seem dancing with delight. 
Oh ! 'tis pleasant by the sea. 

It is pleasant, it is pleasant 

By the sea. 
To hear a sweet, soft sigh. 
While a bright and sparkling eye 
Looks so loving, yet so shy. 

Oh ! 'tis pleasant by the sea. 

It is pleasant, it is pleasant 

By the sea. 
Those few soft words to say 
Beneath the pale moon's ray ; 
Night is sweeter far than day. 

Oh ! 'tis pleasant by the sea. 

It is pleasant, it is pleasant 

By the sea. 
When love's young dream is o'er, 
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To atroU again once more 
On the well-remembered shore. 
Oh ! 'tis pleasant by the sea. 

It is pleasant, it is pleasant 

By the sea. 
When our little ones at play, 
Tell us youth has passed away. 
But our love shall live for aye. 

Oh ! 'tis pleasant by the sea. 
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A WINTER SONG- 

T ET the north wind blow, and bring down the 
^ snoWy 

And the frost turn to iron the ground : 
Let the trees grow bare in the biting air. 

And the river with ice be bound : 
Nor the frost nor the snow shall lessen the glow 

That burns in my breast, love, for thee. 
Like a winter's fire its flame shall grow higher. 

For 'tis fed wTth true love by me. 

Come winter, come spring, this strain will I sing, 

Changing seasons find no change in me : 
Be the days short or long, this is ever my song. 

My love, I love only but thee ! 
Then, O sweetheart fair, thy life let me share. 

My fond love no coldness shall know. 
For the frost-bitten stream of summer doth dream 

While it runneth the dark ice below. 
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GENTEEL SPRING. 

(Parody.) 

SPRING'S delights are all reTiving, 
Housewives wear an angry frown^ 
Sweeps a bssy trade are driving. 

Furniture 's turned upside down. 
Patient husbands, quite unable 

To discover vacant chairs. 
Making of their knees a table, 
Get their breakfast on the stairs. 

Mops and pails in great profusion. 

Not a carpet can you trace. 
Bedrooms in admired confusion. 

Nothing in its proper place. 
Oh ! the pleasure that spring cleaning 

Brings to wives when well begun ; 
Qh ! the words of dreadful meaning 

Husbands use until 'tis done ! 
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MY GARDEN. 

T 'VE got a garden, only a little one, but after all 

^ the size wouldn't very much matter. 

If it didn't run in such an unpleasant slope, for 1 

could do much more with it if it were only a 

trifle flatter ; 
Tve a little lawn behind, which fellows laugh at as 

being so small and pokey. 
For of course lawn tennis is quite out of the question, 

although if it were only flat, it might do for a 

game of croquet ; 
I've got some geraniums I bought at Farringdon Mar- 
ket, but some are precious dull-looking plants, 

and only two or three are really bright 'uns ; 
For when I bought *em they were green, of course, 

and I only got three or four red, and the others 

are all the commonest sort of white 'uns. 
I've got one rose tree, I went shares with, a fellow 

who bought a dozen at auction, but I'll buy no 

more in that manner ; 
For this is the only one of my six that lived, and it 

don't bloom, although it adually cost me six and 

a tanner ; 
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I bought a half-crown packet of mixed seeds, and 
planted 'em carefully, and watered them with 
yery great exertion. 

But all I got was one sprig of mignonette, two of 
London pride, and six barrow-loads of the big- 
gest sort of giant nasturtium. 

I've got a pear tree on the wall, but it don't bear, for 
although there is one pear on this year, I expert 
every day to see that that 's off; 

And Fve got a few currant bushes which didn't 
bear last year, so I put some wire netting round 
'em, to try and keep the blooming cats offl 

Fve got some gooseberry bushes which bear pretty 
well, but the other night I stooped to pick one 
and found it was a snail, so wet and clammy ; 

And although I don't use strong language, as a rule, 
really this was an occasion on which I thought 
I must say — • 

Vyt got some garden tools, a spade and a rake and a 
hoe, but when I dug one of my beds over the 
other night, I got into such a perspiration. 

That I had to go in and strip, and I thought I should 
have had a rheumatic attack, accompanied by 
violent inflammation ; 

And one evening, as I 'was watching some ants 
carrying food into their holes, and thinking, 
with Solomon, what a lesson their providence 
teaches, 

I quite forgot I had laid my rake on the garden seat. 
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and when I sat down, in additioii to hurting 
myself, I tore such a hole in my breeches. 
I never use my hoe now, for the first time I tried it 
was when one of my beds was full of weeds I 
thought I could easily hoe oi^ 
I hit my foot such an awfiil crack, that I felt quite 
sick, could hardly walk for a week, and nearly 
cut my big toe off, • 

I was advised to have a machine for my^ grass, so in 
exchange for a comet I couldn't play, I took a 
patent noiseless lawn-mower ; 
But one night I nearly tore my finger nail off with 
the beastly thing, so now I use shears, which are 
safer, although they may be slower. 
And I changed my lawn-mower and five shillings for 
an india-rubber watering tube, for, with carrying 
water-pots, my side had such a stitch in ; 
But the first time I used it the abominable thing 
slipped off the tap, and I found every drop of 
water out of the cistern, and the furniture float- 
ing all round the kitchen. 

But when the glorious setting sun 

Sinks slowly in the west, 
And on my tiny lawn I lounge. 

By her that I love the best, 
The deepening shadows fall around. 

The evening fades away. 
How sweet and calm the twilight hour 
That ends the toiler's day^- 
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But not if it's damp, for the other night I fell into a 

doze on my lawn, in fa^ J must have gone quite 

dead off. 
For when I woke up I was wet through, and I caught 

such a fearful cold, that I thought next day I 

should have si^eezed my head off; 
I forgot to mention that I sent a big gooseberry to 

the flower show, but a blackguard boy ate it, so 

I didn't get a prize ; 
If you'll come to my house any night after six, I shall 

be glad to show you the tree that bore it in my 

garden at Battersea Rise. 
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THE PARTING. 

pLANTAGENET Potter was not very uU, 
'^ But his chest it was round and his back had a 

fall ; 
He considered himself not bad-looking at all. 
And he parted his hair in the middle. 

He shaved off his whiskers just under his ear. 

Had a great red moustache, or, as he called it, 

fair, 
Which gave him a wonderful soldier-like air. 
And he parted his hair down the middle. 

At dancing he always came out very strong. 
Quadrille, or a Galop, or False a deux Temps^ 
He thought that he shone in a good comic song, 
With his hair parted straight down the middle. 

And elderly girls with his style were much struck. 
While very young ones sometimes called him a 

"duck.'' 
With the pretty, Plantagenet hadn't much luck. 
Though he parted his hair in the middle. 
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Some fellows would hint that he wasn't well read. 
Indeed a plain-spoken old party once said — 
That no man who had any sense in his head 
Ever parted his hair in the middle. 

Whatever Planugenet lacked, he was bold ; 
If the young girls refused him, well, he'd try the old. 
He wasn't particular — ^if they had gold — 
Young, aged, uncertain or middle. 

He met her at last, her golden laugh rung 
Through the room, as his best song Plantagenet sung. 
She'd never been lovely, she might have been young. 
But her age now polite folks call middle. 

Plantagenet's love could not be called fair ; 
But little for looks did Plantagenet care. 
She had what was better— eight hundred a year ! 
What mattered her age being middle ? 

He proposed, was accepted, the knot was soon tied ; 
Her locks being thin and the parting too wide, 
After marriage she parted her hair on one side. 
While he parted his down the middle. 

Plantagenet found his wife's age was no bar 
To his pleasure, and with her he'd seldom a jar, 
He managed her income and smoked his cigar. 
And parted his hair in the middle. 
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A RETROSPECT. 

T HAD t little daughter, 

^ Oh, I thought her passing fair. 

With dimpled chin and sparkling eye, 

And waving golden hair. 
She doted on her father. 

Ere her tiny feet could walk. 
And he thought no sound could compare 

With her sweet broken talk. 

I had a son, a little son, 

I thought no boy like him. 
So plump his cheeks, so large hia eyes. 

So sturdy every limb. 
How he would copy father. 

In his walk and talk and air ! 
And said how he should like to go 

With father everywhere. 

My daughter has grown taller. 
Yet to my old eyes mbre fair. 

But ftther is not wanted 
When another man is there. 
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Ah me, this gawky, long-limbed youth, 

With scarce a word to say. 
Has changed my little daughter's life. 

And stole her heart away. 

My son is now a " fellow,'* 

The hours he keeps are late ; 
He thinks '^the D^d '9 a nice old chap. 

But rather out of date." 
They love me and I love them, 

But to myself I sigh, 
fheir hearts were closer to me 

In the days that have gone by. 
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A NEW YEAR'S GREETING. 

A GREETING! a greeting! First place to the girls 
*^ (As Frenchmen politely will say), 
We wish one and all, with hearty good will. 

Many happy returns of the day. 
We hope that some faces this year, as last, 

From spinsterhood may disappear, 
And sweethearts make wives ; but, matrons or maids, 

We wish you a Happy New Year. 

A greeting! a greeting! ye Ibis men all; 

Ye giants in flood and in field ; 
May good luck attend all your contests this. year. 

As the oar or the bat ye may wield. 
Ye harriers, ye gymnasts, ye players of chess. 

Musicians with heav'n-gifted ear, 
Ye writers of doggrel, in prose and in verse. 

We wish you a Happy New Year. 
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A MEDITATION. 

MY locks are growing thin and gray. 
My step has lost the lightness that it had of 
yore. 
The freshness of my youth fades fast away. 
To come again no more. 

Oh, for a charm to stay thy touch. 

Old Father Time, and check thy foot so fleet. 
To see thee passing, and avoid thy clutch, 

While life is young and sweet — 

Stay, whose small hand is this I feel. 

Whose pretty face held up for father's kiss ? 

O Time, my youth I'll gladly let thee steal, 
So thou give joys like this. 

My sweetheart, full of love and truth, 
I'll look on thy fair ftce, and ne'er repine. 

Let me grow old, the freshness of my youth 
Shall live again in thine. 
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BRACING WEATHER. 

OH ! ain't the nights just jolly cpldf 
I hate to go to bed ; 
I pall my knees up to my nose. 
And cover up my head. 

He must have been a precious fool 

Who first slept in a sheet. 
For if you get your body warm. 

You're fireesing in your feet. 

Among the curses of mankind 

The very first I rank it, 
I always kick the sheets aside^ 

And get into the blanket. 

Oh ! ain't the mornings beastly cold ! 

You never find me down. 
Until there 's barely time to catch 

The latest train to town. 

Some fellows do their morning tub— 
The bare thought gives a sort o' 

Cold shiver : ugh ! I never wash 
Unless i get hot water. 
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Oh ! tin't it chilly all day long ! 

I dread these biting freezes : 
I wish I lived where snow 's unknown. 

And water never freezes. 
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SPOKEN THOUGHTS. 

T HATE a man who 's always oat 
^ Whene'er you want to find him, 
I hate a man who leaves the room 

And bangs the door behind him. 
I hate a girl who makes weak jokes. 

Imagining she 's witty ; 
I hate a girl who 's pert and rude 

Because her face is pretty. 
I hate a boy whose voice is cracked, 

I hate a girl's shrill bawling ; 
I hate an idiot who 's in love, 

I hate a baby's squalling. 
I hate all scientific toys 

Resulting in commotions, 
Eledlric bells, pneumatic pipes. 

And other silly notions. 
I hate your scientific cove 

With utter detestation. 
Who chills your very blood with draughts, 

And calls it ventilation. 
I hate the rain, I hate the snow, 

I hate the north-east breezes, 



Leisure Lyrics 53 

I hate the weather when it thaws, 

I hate it when it freezes. 
I hate your working-men whose thoughts 

Are always fixed on pelf, 
I only love one thing in life. 

And that one thing 's myself. 
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TO ELAINE AND ECHO. 
(A Reply.) 

Ti^'Y dear Elaine, are yon insane^ 

'*• '* Or is it mere provoking ? 

To love a man who bangs the door — 

You surely must be joking. 
You say you love the rain and snow. 

You love a baby's squalling^ 
Why not throw in the washing day, 

The rate coUeAor's calling ? 
You'd love the Ibis scrapers 

In that much-bepraised-by-us band. 
Keep single, sweet Elaine, your love 

(Of noise) would kill your husband ! 
And you, dear Echo, what a peck o* ^ 

Things you waste your love on, 
You love a bonnet or a dress, 

A new boot or new glove on. 
You love to hear the children laugh. 

When in the park you're dreaming ; 
That merry laugh, you say, but I 

Should call it simply screaming. 
Well, love such things, dote on the flowen, 

The hillses and the dellses. 
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But ts for hasbtnds, We your own. 

And don't love no one else's ! 
No, dear Elaine, don't be insane^ 

Sweet Echo, don't be sillj ; 
Love something good, it 's understood 

That something 's — cheerful Billy ! 
Echo, Elaine, ye charmers twain. 

With love I feel I silly am ; 
Its sway Y\\ own, and I'll be known 

Henceforth as — ^Dismal William. 
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EPIGRAM ON THE LATE 
SNOWSTORM. 

^^F all domestic nuisances there 's not one that I 

^^ know. 

Can equal in unpleasantness the London frost and 

snow. 
'Tis bad enough when water-pipes are frozen, but 

the worst 
Is knowing when the thaw sets in they certainly will 

burst ; 
For then you're pretty sure to find the water quickly 

spoil a 
Ceiling, if it does not also burst the kitchen boiler. 
Of all the seasons of the year, give me the genial 

summer. 
When coals and gas we little need, and no one wants 

a plumber* 
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VOICES. 

(Parody.) 

I SIT in the oriel window, 
That old window on the stairs. 
Sad in the deepening twilight. 

With thoughts of bygone years. 
And night's soft shadows deepen 

As I sit in the window seat, 
And fancy I stroll through the old deer park. 
That dear loved one to meet. 

We walk through the nave of beeches. 

While the lights shine in the hall. 
We hear no sound but our beating hearts 

And the night bird's screeching call. 
Ah, me! those happy moonlight strolls 

Beneath the leafy trees. 
(He was a remarkably tall young man, 

A trifle weak at the knees.) 

He joined our noble army. 

At duty's call he went 
To fight for his queen and country. 
And to sleep in a little tent. 
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At the roar of the dreadful cannon 
Down to the ground he sunk. 

(Home they brought her warrior dead — 
At least very nearly— from funk.) 

And I sit in the oriel window. 

As the sun sinks down to rest. 
And I wait for my gallant soldier 

To press me to his breast. 
And in the deepening twilight 

I hear borne on the breeze 
The tender words of my soldier love-— 

Who was somewhat weak in the knees. 
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THE STOKER'S CHILD, 

A TALE OF THB AFFBCTIOMS^ 
(PAHODY.) 

TV7HY do I wear hung round mj neck this long 

^^ bent rusty n»il ? 

Ay, sir, to that old bit of iron hangs summat of a tale, 
ril tell you, sir, and welcome, if so be you'd like to 

/ hear. 
You see, 'tis of my little Nell — ^you must excuse a 

tear — 
For though she 's over forty, and has children of her 

own, 
I can't recall the night when she two pair of stairs 

came down — 
Will I have a glass of ale, sir? — ^*tis werry kind o* you. 
And I am a trifle thirsty, so I don't mind if I do. 
Howsoever, to begin, sir: 'tis now forty years at least 
Since I 'd been out with all my mates to spend our 

firm's bean-feast. 
We was a merry party as we come from Hampton 

Court, 
We had a fust-rate dinner and games of every sort. 
Perhaps we'd had enough to drink — or some, at any 

rate. 
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And when I reached my house at home 'twas getting 

rather late. 
We never think about the time when we are on the 

spree : 
Before I bid the last good-night 'twas werrj close on 

three, 
I went up to my door and found that I had lost my 

key. 
Why didn't I knock ? Well, so I might, but then^ 

sir, don't you know. 
The lodgers would have heard me, and they might 

kick up a row. 
My wife would hear the slightest sound, I knew, but 

she was ill. 
And couldn't come to let me in, however good her 

will. 
I gave a gentle little knock, and werry soon I hear 
A little footstep soft and slow a-coming down the stair. 
My little Blossom reached the door, " I'll let you in," 

she said. 
But lor I she found the door-latch ^r above her little 

head. 
What did she do? Why she calls out, **Dear father^ 

where 's your key ? " 
** I've lost it. Blossom," I replies, and she says, " Wait 

for me." 
Upstairs she runs, and out of winder this yere nail 

she threw — 
" Youll try this for a key," says she, "dear father, it 

may do." 
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Did it answer? yes, it did, sir, and as I ope that 

door, 
I made a vow that this old nail I'd never lose no 

more« 
It baint much of a story, sir. Will I have a glass 

o' ale ? 
Yes, guvnor, and welcome, now IVe done my little 

tale 
Of my pretty little Blossom and this yere old rusty 

nail. 
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THE MODERATE MAN. 

T ET topers sing in praise of wine, 
-" The flowing bowls they drain. 
Of ruby port, and sparkling hock. 

And glorious champagne. 
There is no liquor, beer or wine, 

It always seems to me. 
That 's like a drop of brandy with 

Your tea, my boys, your tea ! 

Let betting men the favourite back. 

To win at five to two, 
From tips they've had from stable boys, 

** What that *ere boss can do ! " 
He is an ass who backs a horse. 

Though he may think he 's deep, 
I never bet, but still I like 

A sweep, my boys, a sweep ! 

Let smokers puff the choice cigar. 

And praise it as they may. 
Or revel in a short black pipe 

Of meerschaum, wood or clay. 
From pipes or from the milder weed 

I own I always flinch. 
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But ne'er refuse, when I have dined, 
A pinchy my boys, a pinch ! 

And so excess in everything 

Away from us let 's fling, ^ 

For in a milder form excess 

Is quite the other thing* 
We mustn't kiss all pretty girls. 

Or what would people thiiik? 
We'll kiss our loves, and to the rest. 

We'll drink, my boys, we'll drink ! 



64 Leisure Lyrics 



THE SONG OF THE REJECTED. 

TyTHEN I was young, a little boy, 

^^ And played with little girls, 
I always used to love those best 

Who had the longest curls. 
It was a childish sentiment. 

To fancy that the fair 
Should rest their charms (as Samson did) 

Upon their length of hair. 

But when my years increased, I found. 

My heart they did beguile, 
No longer with their silken locks. 

But with a winning smile. 
It was the folly of my youth 

To fancy that my fair 
Gave me the smiles she would not let 

Another fellow share, 

« 

And older still I know too well. 

The loveliest locks are those, 
Which girls put off to go to sleep. 

And put on with their clothes ; 
That though their smiles, so soft, so sweet, 

Fill every poet's verse, 
The sweetest they reserve for him 

Who has the longest purse. 



Leisure Lyrics 65 



AN ENGLISH LOWLAND. 

T WANT to go to Beckton, 
* Now, how can I get there ? 
Said knowing A, " From Waterloo," 
Said B, ** From Euaton Square ! ^ 

Said C, "It's up on Forest Hill,'* 

Said D, " Near Forest Gate,'* 
Said E, ''It's at that desert isle 

That 's known as Chiswick Eyot ! " 

Said F, "It's really Roupell Park," 

(Is that correa, G. Y. ?) 
Said G, " It 's close to Hampstead Heath," 

Said H, " Near Peckham Rye ! " 

Said I, "There is a Beckton Coach," 

Said J, " You go by boat," 
Said K, " On Salisbury Plain, I think. 

Surrounded by a moat ! " 



Said L, " The trains run once a week, 

On Sunday afternoon," 
Said M, " You'd better take a horse, 

Or, said N, " a balloon ! " 

F 
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" To Beckton *• said sarcastic O 
(That was an unkind rub), 

" That *s not a place youll stay at long, 
There ain*t a single pub !** 
Well, not to weary any readers of the " Ibis " who 
may be so misguided as to attempt to read this paper, 
I need not run through the remaining letters of the 
alphabet ; suffice it to say that no one appeared to 
have the smallest idea of the way to get to Beckton, 
and very few had the remotest conception of its 
adual situation. What did I want to go to Beckton 
for ? Well, why do men go to the North Pole, and get 
frozen, or to the Equator, and get baked ? Why do 
men read poetry, or, worse still, write it ? Why do 
they get married, and do many other wild and ec- 
centric a£b ? There is no accounting for these things, 
it *s fate. So, as I had determined to go to Beckton, 
I resolved to get there somehow. I consulted *' Brad- 
shaw,** but while that remarkable and amusing work 
is not altogether so clear as it might be upon some 
points, it was made particularly plain by the gifted 
author that no one ever went to Beckton by rail 
except at a most unseemly hour in the morning, and 
that on Saturday afternoon all railway arrangements 
had been made with a view of getting away from it. 
At last some one suggested that Beckton was within a 
walk of North Woolwich Gardens. Now, thought I, 
I have it. I remembered an old friend had some time 
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since visited the People's Caterer. He had taken a 
holiday with a view of attending a meeting at Exeter 
Hally under the auspices of the Society for Increasing 
the Home Bishoprics ; but the afternoon turning out 
somewhat fairer than he had anticipated, he had 
determined to support another equally deserving insti- 
tution, the great Barmaid Contest at North Woolwich 
Gardens. But I was disappointed. My old friend 
remembered perfectly well going to the contest, but 
the galaxy of youth and beauty had been too much 
for him, and his subsequent recoUe^on became a 
confused and indistinguishable dream. Accident at 
last befriended me. The eleven was going to Beckton 
on a certain Saturday afternoon to play a match 
against the Beckton club, and the captain of that club 
had offered in the kindest manner to fetch our team 
from the West Ham station ; probably there would 
be room for me — there was. But it was unfortunate 
after all ; for instead of making a tour of Beckton, and 
examining the spots of beauty and interest that might 
be hid behind the great gasometers, I stayed to watch 
the game, and the opportunity of being the first con* 
tributor to the *^ Ibis ** who has given a narrative of 
a tour to an unknown spot within the London Police 
Distrid has been lost to me. 

Well, as the readers of the ^^Ibis" already know, 
we did not win the match, although we had a very 
good eleven. Why not? Ay, why not? I drank 
that honourable and gallant captain's health in liquor 
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of his own providing, I smoked several of the honour- 
able and gallant captain's cigars, and I pressed his 
hand in friendship, but tnagna est viHtas et fmevakhiu 
There was a reason, and that reason was a bowler : 
that reason was two bowlers, not to mention a long 
stop. That first - mentioned demon bowler was a 
human catapult, an Armstrong gun ; he knocked the 
skin off Schooling's fingers, he nearly smashed Lid- 
bury's ankle, he made Daw's ribs sound like an empty 
cask, and he all but killed his own wicket-keeper. 
Where did he come from ? where ? — Not for nothing 
had I read an advertisement in the sporting news- 
papers some time ago : *^To Cricketers. — ^Regular em- 
ployment at good wages, all the year round, to a steady 
young man, who can bowl and will take an active part 
in the work of a cricket club. Apply X. Y. Z., 
Beckton." Can any one doubt where the ^ steady 
young man who could bowl '* came from ? I trow not. 
Ah, well ! we didn't win, but we made a very fair 
fight of it. I was not able to stop to see the game 
out, for, as before mentioned, the Beckton trains are 
somewhat few and far between, so I strolled gently 
down to the station. On my way there I met the 
oldest inhabitant, 

" You are old. Father William," I courteously said, 

** But your eye still is merry and bright," 
" No wonder," said he, ** for I never rise soon, 
- And I always sit up late at night." 
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^*Bot your health. Father William, must suffer,*' I 
said. 

He replied, ** Well, it never yet has ; 
What suits other people won't do for us here. 

At Beckton we all live by gas." 

I was on the point of saying ^ I gas you do ! *' but 
avoided taking advantage of the old gentleman. We 
had a pleasant chat together, and our conversation 
turned naturally on the match. '* Ah," said he, ^*the 
Beckton club never was beaten on its own ground, 
and" — ^here he winked knowingly at me — **' never 
will be** I felt a great curiosity to understand what 
underlaid that remarkable wink. After considerable 
trouble I ascertained from the old gentleman that on 
one occasion a strong club had come down, and 
although ^*the steady young man," the long stop, 
and the others tried their utmost there appeared to be 
every reason to expe6l that the home team would 
suffer defeat. Soon, however, the aspect of the game 
entirely altered ; the two batsmen who were so well 
set became limp and strengthless, they failed to play 
the easiest balls, and the remainder of the eleven 
went out as quickly as they came in. But the Beck* 
ton men played on with all their usual strength and 
skill. What sudden illness had seized the strangers ? 
for something serious had evidently affe£led them« 
Here comes the extraordinary part. It was discovered 
that during the afternoon, just about the time when 
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all seemed lost for Beckton, the tap of the patent 
ammonia condenser and distributor had been acci- 
dentally turned on. The effed on the strangers may 
be imagined. 

I bade the old gentleman good-bye, and returned 
hh wink. 






You are old. Father William,** I musingly said. 
And you haven't much time to improve, 
But though somewhat partial to ways that are dark, 
** You are an amusing old cove.** 

And so, Beckton, I bid thee, for the time, farewell. 
Farewell, most genial and hospitable captain ; fare- 
well, aged inhabitant ; fu'ewell, Armstrong and armour 
plate — ^a short farewell — ^we meet at Philippi ! 

O Beckton, village of the plain. 
Thy face could scarce be plainer. 

And yet of beauteous light thou art 
One .very great container. 

O Beckton, village of the flat. 

Though towns of loftier sort 
May smile on thee, yet who'll deny 

The force of thy retort? 

O Beckton, village of the marsh. 
Thy slopes could scarce be fewer. 

For level is thy only hill. 
The great, high, level sewer ! 
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O Beckton, o'er thy many charms 

The poet fain would dwell. 
But tides and trains for no man wait — 

Confound it, there 's the bell ! 
So, till I visit thee again. 

Sweet Beckton, fare thee well ! 



74 Leisure Lyrics 



^HE wind was cold, the sky looked fickle, 
•*' When I went out on my tricycle ; 
'* Your nose is like a crimson icicle," 
Said Jones, who met me on his bicycle. 
Such pointed sort of jokes I like ill, 
When riding on my new tricycle. 
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A PASTORAL. 

'^ Thrice happy he whose name has been well spelt 
In the despatch." Byron, 

ONE Dewy morn, through pleasant Meads^ 
I Bent my steps to Kewy 
And by Smft flowing Thames I saw 

Two Fishers that I knew. 
What luck, reung friends? "^Wellmann^ said they, 

^ Our sport has been but Small^ 
We Hope to catch a few, but yet 

They HartUy bite at all.^' 
Upon Such sport, I sadly thought. 

To waste a Charman day. 
To Bate for fish and catch a cold 

In all that Meyer and clay. 
" You Herring youths. Prudential be. 

And spend your Day with me," 
** Friend, take your hook, or in that Br&ok^ 

" Ere Lang,'' said they, "you'll be." 
HTwas Jucutty so I turned Sharp round, 

And struck across A, Weeds 
How pleasant to be out of Daws^ 

Ah ! Weed I always could. 
Beneath these Elmes and Hughes to hear 

The Steck that Leteie afar, 
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The Driver singing o'er the Lee, 

The lambkins cry Barber. 
To hear the BUlings of the dove, 

The R9bmy Hawke, B farrow. 
The tinkling BeU whose clear notes swell 

From that small Cbappeiow. 
To see the Gosling in the Burn, 

The Rabbet Galpin by. 
To hear the Bull lotx on the Heath, 

The Cartet's cheery cry. 
Yes, these are joys that cheer the Hart, 

And make a Freeman %zj, 
I feel a Newman every morn. 

There's no Knight to my Day. 
Oh ! that yon pretty Lodge were mine, 

I want no stately Hall, 
Nor Jewell, nor yet Pounds of gold. 

Should buy those Chambers small. 
No Bishop (Crosoer though he had). 

No miser's Potts of gold ; 
No, not for wealth or Riches, should 

My Little home be sold. 
I Owen the town has pleasures too, 

Norwood I e'er deny 
That some may love the town's Dinmore, 

Than fFatts to me such joy. 
A Goodman loves them both, for he 

Is Schooling oft his mind ; 
He does not Smart, whate'er his Payne, 
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And Kearry leaves behind. 
No trifling troubles Harris him. 

His Garland *% ever green. 
The sun may hide his Weston Ray^ 

The Moon be Tardley seen. 
Like such a Patten let me be. 

Content with Watt I've got. 
If Beeton^ Barrett well, nor wish 

Moore for my little lot* 
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A CHRISTMAS SONG. 

W^ELCOME Christmas ! Merry Christmas ! 
^^ Welcome mirth, and welcome cheer. 
Welcome mistletoe and holly. 

Merriest season of the year. 
Bring cold weather. Father Christmas, 

Bring us firost and bring us snow. 
But ever let our hearts be warm 

With genial Christmas glow. 

Welcome Christmas ! Happy Christmas ! 

Let us pile the brave logs higher ; 
Friendly greetings, happy meetings. 

Round the glorious Christmas fire ! 
And hand to hand and heart to heart, 

In thankfulness may we 
Show Christmas love and Christmas joy. 

And Christmas charity. 

Welcome Christmas ! Holy Christmas ! 

For upon thy first glad morn. 
In a lowly shed, at Bethlehem, 

Our Saviour Christ was bom. 
Then let us sing his cradle song. 

Sung by the angels then, 
And ever strive for peace on earth. 

And give good will towards men. 
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NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

Snurr of thb Old Ybar. 

U EAR 'ST thou the bells ? the year is gone, 
^ ^ Thy dap are fleeting fast ; 
Go, count the good deeds thou hast done. 
Next year may be thy last. 

Whose burden hast thou helped to bear ? 

Whose loss hast thou retrieved ? 
Whose sorrow hast thou tried to share ? 

Whose poverty relieved ? 

Ay, count them up, and thou wilt find 

How small their sum appears ; 
Look back, and sadly call to mind 

Thy wasted, mis-spent years. 

Spirit op thb Nbw Ybar. 

Hear'st thou the bells ? the year is in. 

The happy, bright new year ; 
Hope soundeth in their joyous din. 

The hope that knows no fear. 

Look forward, hopeful, trusting, strong. 
Be tender, just and true. 
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Thy duty thou shalt find, ere long. 
Become thy pleasure too. 

And though oft bitter seems thy cup. 
Thy grief shall pass away. 

When He shall make His jewels up. 
At His own New Year's Day. 



V 1 



